and in the brilliant sunshine, with not a breath of wind, in the heart of their own country, Jean Charcot and his comrades, far from the tempest and blizzard that brought them to their death, were carried home.
Any young explorer to the Polar regions who went to Paris to sec him, or who wrote to hint for advice, would receive it spoken or written with a clarity and completeness that displayed his accuracy in observing, his discrimination in selecting and his generosity in giving. It was a joy to him to give.
Shortly after his death, I was given an opportunity of realising this: Two young Englishmen, unknown to him personally, were about to visit the coasts of Prance in a small sailing yacht They wrote to him for advice. Back came a letter ; four sheets of closely covered paper in his own handwriting, giving details of harbours, dangers to be avoided, where to take advantages of shelter. As one read one could see the pleasure the man was taking in helping his fellow-man, the impetus gained by a progressing generosity,
Another instance may be quoted by an extract from a letter of Brian Roberts* of November 1937, lately with John Rymill in. die Graham Land Expedition *. , . I hope that Marthe Oulid will include in her book something about his kindness to young Englishmen, by giving advice and practical assistance to all who asked for it. ...
'Our northern base was only a few miles south of I'etermann Island, where Pourquoi Pas ? wintered, and we made several
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